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The Chronicle Hiftorie 

of Henry the fift : with his battell fought 
at Agin Court in France* Togitherwith 
Ancient FiBoU . 

Enter King Henry , Exeter, tveo’Bifhops , Clarence f 
and ether Attendants. 

Exeter. 

S Hall I call in th’Ambaffadors my Liege ? ^ 

Ktng. Not yet my coufin, till we be refolu d 
Of fome ferious matters touching vs and France. 

"By(b. God and his Angels guard your facred throne. 
And make you long become it. 

King . Sure we thankeyou and good my Lord proceed 
Why the Law Salique which they haue in France^ 

Or ftrould or (hould not flop m vs our claime : 

And God forbid my wife and learned Lord, 

Thatyou (hould fafliion, frame, or wreftthe fame. 

For God doth know how many now in health. 

Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Of what your reuerence (hail incite vs too. 

Therefore cake heede how you impa writ our perfon , 
How you awake the fleeping fword of warie .• 

We charge you in the name of God take heede. 

After this coniurafion^fpeake my Lord : 

And we will iudge, note.andbeleenie in heart. 

That what you fpeake, is waiht as pure 
As fin in baptifme. . ; ; 

r ys i Mi 'll ;iefer% -vfilo '-to : 
wsJ vivyaiilta.i ,v bioii bitiow pr‘j 



By/b. 
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Aj/fc.Then heare me gracious Soueraigne, & yon Peerc*, 
Which owe your Iiues, your faith, and fcruices 
To this imperial! Throne: 

There is no bar to flay your highnefle claime to France, 
But one ; which they produce from paramount; 

No female fhall fucceed in Saliqne Land ; 

Which Saliqne Land, the French vniuftly glqze 
To be the Realme of France, 

And Paramount the founder of this law and female barre. 
Yet their owne writers faithfully affirme. 

That the Land Saliqne lyes in Germany, 

Betweene'the floods of Sabecl^ and at time. 

Where Charles, the lift hauing fubdude the Saxons 
There left behinde, and fetled ccrtaine French, 

Who holding in difdaine the Germane women, 
Forfomedilhonertmannersptffheijjijiifcsi' ii.. : v 

Eftablifht there this Lqw. To wit. 

No female fhall fucceed in Saliqne Land : 

Which Saliqne land (as I haue fayd before) 

Is at this time in Germany, call’d Mefene. 

Thus doth it well appeare, the SM&pte law 
W as not deuifed for the Realme of France." 

Nor did the French poflefie the Saliqne land, 

Vntill foure h und.rc d one and. twenty yearcs 
After the bloc ?- r toy t 

Godly fuppofii thefoundeeofohjs'Lhw. 

Hugh Capet alfo that vfurpt theCrowne, 

To fine his Title with fomcftiew of truth, 
^h en ihVpHre t truth it was corrupt and nought-:: r-.yi i 

onuey d hit^fefie asHcirefptj^e Lady Inger,iz uov aH 
Daughter W^a^jkfdrWhyd Duke of Lorain, n , , vV 

Sothatascleereasfi«ho/u#Blto»)^jrj.jii 
Kmg cl*yn.e, -illh- 

King Char.es his aliappeare ' Z 

To hold in right and title ofthe female*^ . . 'a 

So do the Lords ofFr^^ntill this day, 

Howbcit they would hold vp this Saliqne Law 
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To barre your highnefle claiming from the female, 

A nd rather choole to hide them in a net, ^ 

Then amply to embrace their crooked cauies, 

Vfurpt from you and your progenitors. . . 

X.May we with right and confcience make this claim? 

Bi. The fin vpon my head dread Soueraigne : 

For in the booke ofNumbers it is writ. 

When the fonne dyes, let the inheritance 
Defcend vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lord, ftand for your oWne, 

Vnwindeyour bloody flagge, 

Go my dread Lord to your 
From whom you claime : 

And your great Vrttkle Edivard the 
Who on the French ground playd a 
Making defeate on the full power of 
Whilft his moft mighty father on a hill. 

Stood fmiling to behold his Lyons whelpe,’ 

Foraging the blood of French Nobility. 

O Noble Englifli, that could entertaine 
With halfe their forces the full power of Prance 
And let another halfe ftand laughing by, 

All out of worke, and eoldefor action. 

King . We muftnot onely arme vs gainft the 
But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 

Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages, 

tS/'.The Marches gracious foucraigne,(halbc fuffieient 
To guard your England from the pilfering borderers. 

King . We do not meane the courfing {beakers onely. 
But feare the maine entervdrtjene of the Scot : 

For you fhall read, neuermygreit Grandfather 
Vnmasktifis power fox France, 

But that the Scot on his vnfumiflit kingdome, 1 
Came pouring like the tideinco a breach. 

That England being empty of defences, ' 

Hath fhooke and trembled at the brute heereof? 

Bijh . She hath bin then move fear’d then hurt 
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For heare her but examplified by her felfe. 

When all her chiualry hath bene in France, 

And fhc a mourning widdow other Nobles, 

She hath her felfe not onely well defended. 

Bat taken and impounded (as a ftray)the King of Scenes, 
Whom like a cay t ft'c the did leade to France , 

Filling your Chronicles as rich withpraife. 

As is the owfc and bottome of the fea. 

With funkrn wrack e, and ftiipleflc treafurie. 

Lord. There is a faying very old and true. 

If you will France win. 

Then with ScotlandfitR begin : 

For once the Eagle England being in pray, 

To his vnfurnitht Neft the weazlc Sett 
TVould fucke herEgges, 

Playing the Moufe in abfence of the Cat, 

To fpoyle and hauocke more then-fiie can eat. 

fare. It followcs then, the Cat muft flay at home. 

Yet that is butacurftncceflity. 

Since we haue traps to catch the petty theeues : 

VVhilft that the armed hand doth fight abroad. 

The aduifed head controlles at home : 

For gouernment though high or low, being put in parti. 
Congrueth with a mutuall confetti like muficke. 

'Bifl}. True.therefore doth heauen 
Diuide the fate of man in diuers functions : 

Whereto is added as an ayme or But.Obedience j 
For fo liue the hony bees, creatures that by awe 
Ordaine an aft of order to a peopled Kingdome. 

They haue a King, and Officers of fort ; 

Where fome like Magiftratescorrcftat home: 

Others, like Merchants venture Trade abroad : 

Others, like (oldiours armed in their flings, 

Make boor vponthe fommers Veluet bud: 

V Vhich pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the Tenc-royall oftheir Emperor ; 

Who bufied in his maicfty,bchold 
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The fmging Mafons building roofes of Gold, 

The ciuill Citizens lading vp the hony. 

The fad-cy’d luftice with his furlyhumme, 

Deliuering vp to executors pale, the lazie caning drone. 
This I inferre, that twenty aftions once a foote. 

May all end in one moment. 

As many arrowes lofcd feuerall wayes, fly to one marke : 
As many feuerall wayes meete in one To wne : 

As many freflt ftreames run in one felfe-fca : 

As many lines clofe in the diall center : 

So may a thoufand aftions once a foote. 

End in one moment, and be all well born wichouc defeft. 
Therefore my Liege to France , 

Diuide your happy England into foure. 

Of which take you one quarter into France 
And you withall, fhall makeall Cjallia fhake. 

If we with thrice.that power left at home. 

Cannot defend our owne doore from the dogge. 

Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lofe 
The name of policy and hardinefle. 

Kin. Call-in the meflenger fent from the Dolphin, 

And by your ayde, the noble finnewes of our Land, 

France being ours, weel bring it to our awe. 

Or breake it all in peeces : 

Either our Chronicles fitall with full mouth fpeake 
Freely of our afts, or elfc like tonguelefle mutes. 

Not wovfhipt with a paper Epitaph: 

Enter the Amb.iffadors from France. 

Now are .wc well prepard to know the Dolphins pleafur* 
For we heare your comming is from him. 

tslmbaf. Pieafeth your Maiefty to giue vs lcaue . 

Freely to render what we haue in charge. 

Or fhall I fparingly fhew a farre off. 

The Dolphins pleafure, and our Embaffage ? 

King. We are no tyrant j but a Chriflian King, 

To whom our fpirit is as fubieft. 

As are our wretches fettered in our prifons, 

There- 
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Therefore freely, and with vncurbed boldnefle 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Ambaf. Then this in fine the Dolphin faith. 

Whereas you claim'e certaine Townes in France,' 

From your predeceffor King Edward the third. 

This he returncs : 

He faith, there's nought in France, 

That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne. 

You cannot reuell into Dukcdomes there : 

Therefore he fendeth meeter for your ftudie 
This tun of treafure : and in lieu of this. 

Defires to let the Dukedomcs that you crane 
Hcareno more from you. This the Dolphin faith. 

King. What treafure Vnckle ? 

£xe. Tennis ballcs my Liege. 

King. Wee are glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with vs. 
Your meflage, and his prefent we accept. 

When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe ballcs. 

We wil by Gods grace play him fuch a fet, 

Shal ftrike his fathers Crowne into the hazard. 

Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a wrangler. 
That all the courts of France fhalbe difturbd with chafes. 
And we vnderftand him well, how he comes ore vs 
With our wilder daies, 

Not meafuring what vie we made of them. 

We neuer valew’d this poore feate of England, 

And therefore gaue our felues to barbarous Licenfh, 

As tis common feene. 

That men are merrieft when they are from home. 

But tell the Dolphin we will kcepe our ftate. 

Be like a King, mighty, and command. 

When we do rowfe vs in the Throne of France. 

For this we haue layd by our Maiefty, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes. 

But we will rife therewith fo full of glory. 

That we will dazle all the eyes of France, 

I ftrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs. 

And 



- 
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And tell him this. 

His mocke hath turn'd his balles to gun-ftones. 

And his foule fhall fit fore charged, for the waftfuli 
Vengeance that fhall flyefrom them. 

For this his mocke, 

Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare husbands, 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mocke Caftles down. 
I,fome are yet vngotten and vnborne, 

That fhall haue caufe to curfethe Dolphins fcorne. 

But this lies all within the willofGod, 

To whom we do appeale : and in whofe name. 

Tell you the Dolphin we are comming on, 

To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In a right caufe : fo get you hence, and tell your Prince, 
His ieft will fauour but of fhallow wit. 

When thoufands wcepe more then did laugh at ir. 
Conuey them with fafe conduct; fee them hence. 

Exe, This was a merry meflage. 

Ai'wg-.Wehopcto makethe fenderbhifh at it : 

Therfore let our collection for the wars be foon prouided 
For God before,wecl check the Dolphin at his fathers 
Doore .• therefore let euery man now taskc his thought. 
That this faire a&ion may on footc be brought. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Nintand Tardolfe. 

‘Ear . Good morrow Corporall Nim. 

ATww.Good morrow Lieutenant Bardolfe, 

Zfar.What, is Ancient Pifioll and thee friends yet ? 
AT/’/w.l cannot tell, things muft be as they may .* 

I dare not fight, but I will winke and hold out mine Iron, 
Tis a fimplc one, but what tho ; twil ferue to toftc chcefe. 
And it will endure cold as another mans fword will. 

And theres the humour of it. 

Bar.lfmh Miftrcfle Quickly did thee great wrong. 

For thou wert troth-plight to her. 



B 
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Nim.l muft do as I m3y,tho patience be a tired mare, 

Yet (heel plod,and fome fay kniues haue edges. 

And men may llccpe and haue their throates about them 
At that time.and there’s the humor cif it. 

Bar Come ifaith,Ilebeftow a breakfaft to make rftoll 
and thee friends. What a plague (hould we carry kniues 
to cut our owne throates. 

Afaw.Ifaith ilc liue as long as Imay, that's the certaine of 
h. And when 1 cannot line any longer, He do as I may, 

And there’s my rcft,and the randeuous of it. 

Enter 'Tislo(l,and Hoftes £ttic\$] hie wife, 
*2?4r.Good morrow ancient Pittoll 
heere comes ancient Pifioll ; l prethcc Nun be quiet. 
jWw.How doyoumy hoft? 

P/#.Bafe flaue, called thou me hoft ? 

Now by gads lugges I fwcare,I fcorne the title, 
NorfhaljmyAfr//keepe lodging. 

Hoft. No by my troth not I, 

For we cannot bed nor boo'rd halfe a fcore gentlewomen 
That hue honeflly by the pricke of their needle. 

But it is thought ftraight we keepe a bawdy-houfe, 

0 Lord,heere’s Corporall AT/w,now (hall 

We haue wilfull adultery and murther committed: 

Good Corporall Nim fhew the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. Nim. Pufn. 

P(/?.W'n3t,doft thou pufh.thou prickeard cur of Ifeland 
Nim. Will you (hog off? I would haue you folus. 

Tift. Solus, egregious dog.that folus in thy throate. 
And in thy lungs,and which is worfc.within 
Thy mesfull mouth, I do retort that folus 
Inthybowels,and inthylawperdie ;forI can talke. 
And Piftols flafhing fiery cocke is vp. 

Nim.\ am not Barhafom, you cannot coniure me ; 

1 haue an humor Piftoll to knocke you indifferently well. 
And you fall foule with me Piftoll , 
lie fcoure you with my Ilapier in faire tearmes. 
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If you will walke off a little. ■ 

Jle pricke your guts a little .n good terme*, 

An prf ‘o 1 i’tiggJrTvUeyd «*!“ wi 8 I, '> 

^5Rir?Hearc me,he that flrikei the flrft blow, 

lie kill him, as I am a Souldier. 

Pt fi. An oath of mickle might,and fury (hall abate. 

Nim . lie cutyour throat at one time or another 
In faire termes : and there s the humor of it. . 

p//?.Couple gorge is the word,I thee defic agen , 

A damned hound,thinkft thou my fpoute to get . 

No,to the powdermg tub of infamy, 

Fetch foorth the lazar kite of Crefides krnde, 

Doll Tear-(heete,(he by name.and her efpowle 
I haue,and I wHlhold.the quandom quickly. 

For the onely fhe and Paco.there it is enough. 

Enter the Toy. 

£^.Hoftes,you muft come ftraight to my Matter, 

And you hoft Piftoll. 

Good Bardolfe ywt thy nofe betweene the ilieetcs. 

And do the office ofa warning pan. t 

Hoft. By my troth hee’l yecld the Crow 

thefedayes. 

lie go to him,husband you*l come ? 

&*r.Come Piftoll be friends. 

A/iw^prcthce be fricnds,and if thou wilt not. 

Be enemies with me too, . 

Nu I fhal haue my eight (hillings I won of you at betting 
7f/?.Bafeis the (hue that payes. , 

Ni. That now I will haue^nd thcrc’s the humor ot it. 
Tift. As manhood fhall compound. They drwf* 

#dr.He that ftrikes the firft blow* 
lie kill him by this fword, \ 

Pi * Sword i$ an oatb,and oathes muft haue their courlc. 
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Ntm.l {hall hauc my eight {hillings I wonnc of you at 
betting. 

Tift. A noble {halt thou haue,and ready pay, 

Andliquor likewife will I giue to thee. 

And friendfhip (hall combinde out brotherhood. 

He liue by Nim , as Nim fhall Hue by me : 

Is not this iuft ? for I {hall S utler be 
Vnto the Campe,and profit will occrue. 

Nim . I (hail hauc my noble ? 

Fiji .In cafli mod truely paid. 

•Afaw.Why thcres the humor of it. 

Sitter Ho fits. 

Hofles.ks euer you came ofmen come in. 

Sir /<>{>», poore foule is fo troubled 
With a burning tafhan contigian feuer.tis wonderfull, 
Pif .Let vs condole the knight ;for lamkins we wil liuci. 

j, I't! / Exeunt omnes, 

Enter Exeter and Glofter. 

Glojl. Before God my Lord, his Grace is too bold to 
trufttbefetraytors. 

Exe . They {hall be apprehended by and by, 

giojl.l but the man that was his bedfellow, 

Whom he hat h cloyed and graced with Princely fallows , 
That hefhould for a forreigne pur(e,to fell 
his Soueraigneslife to death and trechery, 

Exe.O the Lord of CMasJham. 

Enter the King and three Lords. 

| firs, the winde is faire,and we will aboord - 

My Lord of Cambridge , and my Lord of Masfham, 

And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts, 

Do you not thinke the power we beare with vs. 

Will make vs Conquerors in the field of France ? 

Masjbam , No doubt my Liege,if each man do his beft. 

, Cam. 
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£am . Neuer was Monarch better feared and loued then 
isyourMaiefty. 

Grcy.Eucn thofe that were your fathers enemies 
Haue fteeped their gals in hony for your fake. 

King . We therefore haue great caufe of thankfuinefle. 
And (hall forget the office of our hands ; 

According to their caufe and worthinaffe. 

Maf.So feruice fhall with Reeled finewes fliine, 

And labour fliall refreih it felfe with hope 
To do your Grace inceffant feruice. 

ATwg.Vnckle of Exeter, enlarge the man 
Committed yefterday,that raild againft pur perfon. 

We confidcr it was the hcate of wine that fet him on. 

And on his moreaduice we pardon him. 

Maf.Tlnt is mercy ,but too much fecurity ; 

Let him be punifht Soueraigne, 

Leaft the example of him, breed more of luch a kinde. 
King . O let vs yet be mercifull. 
fitm.So may your highndTe,andpuni{h too. 

Grey. Y ou {hew great mercy if you giue him life. 

After the tafle of his corre&ion. 

King . Alaffe,your too much care and ioue of me. 

Are heauy orifonsagainft the poore wretch. 

If little faults proceeding on diftemper. 

Should not be winked at. 

How Ihould we ftretch our eye, when capital! crimes. 
Chewed, fwallowed, and digefted,appeare before vs ; 
Wellyet enlarge the man,tho Cambridge and the reft 
In their deare loues,and tender preferuauon of our {late. 
Would haue him punifht. 

Now to our French caufes. 

Who are the late Commiffioners ? 

Cam. Me one my Lord, 

Your highnefle bad me aske for it to day. 

TUaf.So did you me my Soueraigne. 

Cr^-.And me my Lord. 
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King. Then Richard Earle of Cambridge , there is yours. 
There is yours, my Lord of Majbam : 

And fir Thomas (yr^knight of Northumberland, 

This lame is yours ; 

Reade them, and know we know your worihinefie. 
Vncklc Exeter, I will aboord to night. 

Why how now Gentlemen, why change you colour f 
What fee you in thole papers, 

That hath fo chafed your blood out of apparancc ? 

Cam. I do confeffe my fault, and do fubmit me 
Toyourhighneffe mercy. 

Majh. To which we all appeale. 

King. The mercy which was quit in vs but late. 

By your owne reafons is fore-ftald and done : 

Y ou muft not dare for fhame to aske for mercy. 

For your owne confcience turne vpon your bofomes. 

As dogs vpon their mailers worrying them. 

See you my Princes, and my Noble Pecres, 

Thele englifh Monllers : 

My Lord of Cambridge here, 

You know how apt we were to gracehim 
In all things belonging to his honor; 

And this vilde man hath for a few light crownes. 

Lightly confpir’d and fworne vnto the pra&ifes of Trance, 
To kill vshcere in Hampton . To the which. 

This knight, no lefle in bounty bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewife fworne. 

But oh,what mall I fay to thee falfc man, 
Thoucruell,ingratefull,and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didft bearethekey of all my counfell. 

That knewft the very fecrets of my heart. 

That almoft mightft haue coyn’d me into gold ; 

Wouldft thou haue pratftifde on mefor thy vfe ? 

Can it be pofiible that out of thee 
Should proceed one fparkethat might annoy myfinger? 
Tis lo ftrange,that tho the truth doth jfhew as grofe 
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As blacke from white, mine eye will fcarfely fee it. 

Their faults 3re open, 

Aneft them to the anfwer of the law. 

And God acquit them of their pradtiies. 

Exe.l arreft thee of high treafon, 

By the name of Richard, Earle of Cambridge. 

1 arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Henry , Lord of Mafkam. 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of 7 bomae Grey , 

^jMfb.On °pmpof« God iuftlyhath difeouered 
i i repent my fault more then my death. 

Which 1 befeech your Maiefty forgiue. 

Although my body pay the price ol it. 

Ktng.Go d quit you in his mercy. 

Heare your fentence. : y 

You haue' confptr’d againft our royall Perlon, 

Iovned with an enemy proclaim’d and fixed. 

And from his Coffers receiued the goluen earneft of our 
death. 

Touching our perfon we feeke no redrefle. 

But we out kingdomes fafetymuft fo tender, 

Whofe ruine you haue fought. 

That to our lawes we do dcliuer you. 

Get youhence, poore miferable creatures to your death, 
The tafte whereof.GoJ in his mercy giueyou patience 

To endure,and true repentance of all your deeds amiue: 
Beare them hence. 

Exit three Lords. 

Now Lords to France : The enterprile whereof, 

Shallbe toyouas vs,fucceffiucly. (way, 

SinceGod cut off this^dingerous treafon lurking in our 
Cheerly to fea,the fignes of war aduance ; 

Noting of England, if not King of France. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter 
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Enter Nm,V^ltS.,'BArdolfe,Hofier,a»d a bey, 

Hofl.l prethee fweet heart, 

Let me bring thee fo farre as Stanei, 

Pitt. No fur,no fur. 

Bar. Well, fir Iohn is gone, God be with him. 

Hofi. I, he is in Artbors bofome, ifeuerany were. 

He went away as if it were a cryfombd childc, 

Betweene tweiue and one, 

Iuft at turning of the tide ; 

His nofc was as ftiarpe as a pen ; 

For when I faw him fumble with the fheets. 

And talke of flowers, and fmile vpon his fingers ends, 
Iknew there was no way but one. 

How now fir John, quoth I ? 

And he crycd three times, God,God,God, 

Now I to comfort him,bad him net thinke of God, 

I hope there was no fuch need. 

Then he bad me put more doathes on his feete. 

And I felt to them, and they were as cold as any ftone. 
And to his knees, and they were as cold as any ftone. 

And fo vpward,& vp ward, and all was as cold as ftone, 
Nim . They fay he ctidc put on Sacke. 
H»/?.Ithathcdid. 

A^.And of women. 

Ha/?. No that he did not. 

*Boy. Yes that he did, fit fed they were diuels incarnate. 
/^.Indeed carnation was a colour he ncuer loued. 
Afrw.Welljhe did cry out on women. 

He/?. Indeed he d id in fome fort handle women 
But then he was rumaticke. 

And talkt of the whore of Babilon. 

Bfl/.Hoftes.do you remember he faw a Flea ftand 
V pon Bardalfes nofc,and fed it was a blacke foule 
Bur«iag in hell ? 

Bard. 




of He nry the fift, 

•$#. Well, God be with him. 

That was all the wealth I got in his feruice, 

Afrw.Shall we Ihog off? 

The king will be gone from Southampton. 

Pift.ClcMC vp thy criftals, y ' 

Looke to my chattels and my moueables ; 

Truft none ; the word is pitch and pay ? 

Mens words are wafer cakes, 

And hold faft is the onely dog my deare. 

Therefore cophetuabe thy counfellor. 

Touch her fofc lips and part, 

2?4r.Farewcll hoftefle. 

H/Vw.I cannot kis,and theres the humor of it* 

But adieu. 

Pift . Keepe faft thy buggleboe. 

Exit omnet. 

Enter King ef France, 'Born ben, Dolphin, 

and ethers. 

X/Vg.Nowvou Lords of Or leaner. 

Of Bourbon, and of Berry, 

You fee the King of England is not flacke. 

For he is footed on this Land already. 

DolphinMy gracious Lord, 

Tis meete we all go foorth, 

And armc vs againft the foe : 

And view the weake and fickly parts of France : 

But let vs doit with no (hew of feare. 

No with no more, then if we heard 
England were troubled with a Morris dance. 

For my good Lord, (he is fo idely kingd. 

Her feepter fo fantaftically borne. 

So guided by a ftiallow humorous youth. 

That feare attends her not. 

Cvw.Opcacc Prince Dolphin, you decciue your felfe, 

C Qucftion 
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Qiieftion your Grace the late EmbafTador, 

With what regard he heard his EmbafTagc, 

How well fupplied with aged Counfellors, 

And how his refolution anfwer’d him. 

Youthen would fay, that Harry was noc wildc. 

X«g.Well,thinke we Harry ftrong. 

And ftrongly arme vs to preuent the foe. 

ConM y Lordjheereisan Ambaflado 
From the King of England, 

Xwg.Rid him come in. 

You fee this chafe is hotly followed, 

Dol . My gracious father,cut vp this 
Selfe-loue my Liege is not lb vile a thing 
As felfe-negle&ing. 

Enter Exeter, . 

Ktng.Vtom our brother of England ? 

Exe . From him, and thus he greets your Maicfty; 
He wils you in the name of God Almighty, 

That you deueft your felfe,and lay apart 
That borrowed tide.which by gift of heauen. 
Oflaw,ofnature,and of Nations, longs 
T o him and to his heires, namely the Crow 
And all wide ftretched titles that belongs 
Vnto the crowne of France, that you mav 
Tis no finiftcr,nor no awkeward daime, 

Picktfiom the wormeholes ofold vanifht 
Nor from the dull of old obliuion rackt. 

He fends you thefe mod memorable 
In euery branch truely demonftra 
Willing you ouerlooke this pedigree 
And when you finde him euenly deri 
From his mod famed and famous Anceftors, 
Edward the third ; he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdomc,indire<5tly held 
From him,thc natiuc and true Challenger. 
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*'<>#*.!fiiot«whatfollowes? 
bloody coftraint.for if you hide the crown 
Etien in your hearts, there will he rake for it : 

Therefore in fierce temped is he comming 
In thunder,and in carthquake,like a lone. 

That ifrequiring faile,he will compell it : 

And on your heads turncs he the widows wares 
The orphants cries, the dead mens bones. 

The pining maidens grones. 

For husbands, fathers,and diftreffed louers, . 

Which fiiallbe fwallowcd in this controuerne. 

This is his claime,his threatnir-g, & my meflage, 

Vnieffe the Dolphin be in prefence heere. 

To whom exprefly we bring greeting too. 

Del . For the Dolphin ? I ftand here for him. 

What to heare from England. 

Exe. $ corn & defiance, flight regard.contempt, 

And any thing that may not mif-become 
The mighty fender, doth he prize you at : 

Thus faith my King. Vnles your fathers highnes 
Sweeten t he bicter mocke you fent his Maicfty, 

Hee’l call you to fo loud an anfwer for it. 

That Caues and wombly Vaults of France 
Shall chide yourtrefpaffe, 8 c returne your mock, 

In fecond accent of bis Ordenance. 

t Dol . Say that my father render faire reply. 

It is againft my will : 

For 1 defire nothing fo much. 

As oddes with England. 

And for that caufc,according to his youth, 

I did prefent him with thofe Paris balks. 

Exe. Hee’l make your Paris Louer fhake for it. 

Were it the Miftreffe Court of mighty Europe, 

And be affured,you’l finde a difference. 

As we his fubie&s haue in wonder found, 

Bctwccnc his yonger daie$,and thefe he mufters now; 

C a Now 
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Now he weighes time cuen to the latcft graine. 

Which you fhall finde in your owne lofles. 

If we day in France. 

Wel!,for vs you (hall rcturne our anfwer backe 
To our brother of England, 

Exit omnes. 

Enter TV imfBardolfe, Fiji tH^ndBoy. 

Nim . Before God hceres hot feruicc. 

Pill. Tis hot indeed, blowcs go and cprne, 

Gods vafials drop and dye. 

Afo«,Tis honor,and there’s the humor of it. 

Boy. Would I were in London, 

Ide giue all my honour for a pot of Ale. 

Pill. And I : if willies would preuaile, 

I would not day, but thither would I hie. 

Enter Flewellen,and heats them in, 

F/fw.Gods plud,vp to the breaches 
You rafcals,will you not vp to the breaches f 
Nim. Abate thy rage fweece knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

£9% Well, I would I were once from them ; 

They would haue me as familiar 

With mens pockets,as their Gloues and their 

Handkerchers.they will ftcale any thing, 

Bardolfe dole a Lute-cafe,carried it three mile. 

And (old it for three halfepcnce. 

'Nim dole afire-flhouell, 

1 knew by that,they meant to carry coalcs : 

Well,if they will not leaue me, 

I meanc to leaue them. 

Exit N im } Tardolfe,Piffell.and ’Bey. 



Enter Gower. 

Qower.C aptaine Flewellen, you muft come fir ait 
To the Mines, to the Duke of Glofler. 




10 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 



90 



100 110 120 130 



140 



1J 



ef Henry the jift. 

Flew Looke you,teIl the Duke it is not fo good 
To come to the Mines : the concuauctics is otherwiie. 
You may difeuffe to the Duke,the enemy is dig d 
Himfclfe fiue yards vnder the countermines : 

By lefhH I thinke heel blow vp all. 

If there be no better dire&ion. 

Alarum. Enter the King and his Lords. 

King.Hovt yet refolucs the Gouernor of the Towne ? 
This is the lateft parley wcel admit ; 

Therefore to our bed mercy giue your felucs. 

Or like tp men proud of dedru£tion,defie vs to our word 
For as I am a fouldier,a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me bed, if we begin the battery once again*, 

I will not leaue the halfe atchieued Harflew, 

Till in her afhes fhc be buried. 

The gates of mercy are allfhut vp. 

What fay you,will you yeeld and chis auoid, 

Or guilcy in defence be thus deftroid ? 

Enter. Gouernor. 

Gouer . Our expectation hath this day an end .* 

The Dolphin,vyhom of fuccout we entreated, 

Retornes vs word, his powers are not yet ready 
Toraife fo great a fiege : therefore dread King, 

We yeeld our towne andliues to thy foft mercy : 

Enter our gates, difpofe of vs and ours, 

For we no longer are defenfiue now. 

Enter Katherine and tsllice, 

Kate.Altce venecia,vous aues cates cn, 

Vou parte fort bon Angloys englatara. 

Coman fae palla vou la main en francoy, 

C 3 Alice 
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Alice.Lz main madam dchan. t 

K*te.E da bras. 

Alice. Dcarmamadam. 

Kate.he main da han la bras dc arms, 

Alice , O wye Madam. 

Kate . E Coman fa pclla vow la mentou a la call. 

Alice. Dc neckjC dc cinjMadam. 

Kate.E de neck, c de cin,e de code. 

Alice. Dc cudie ma foy le oblye,mais le rcmcmbrc, 

Le tude,o dc clbo Madam. 

Kate.Ecowte Ic reherfera ,towt ceila que lac apoandre, 
Dc han.de arma.dc ncck,du citi,e de bilbo. 

Alice. De elba Madam, y 

Kate.Q Icfu, lea obloye ma foy.ecoutc le recontera 
De han,dc arma,dc neck,de cin,c de elbo.e ca bon. 

AliceMay foy'Madam,vou pacla au fe bon Angloy, 
Afie vous aues ettuc en Englatara; 

Kate . Par la grace de deu an petty. tanes, Ieparle milieu* 
Coman fe pclla vou le pcid e lc robe. 

Alice. Ee foot, e lc con. 

Kate Le foot,e le con,0 Icfu ! le ne veu poin&parle. 
Sic plus deuant le cha cheualires dcfrarica. 

Pur one million ma foy. 

^//ce.M'adam,defoote,elccon. *n r \ 

Kate. O et ill aufie,ecoute Alice, de han,dc arma, 

De neck.de cin,lc foote.e de con. 

Alice.Cet fort bon Madam. > 

Kate. A loues a diner. 

Exit unmet. 

Enter King of France, Lord Covfi*ble,tht 
Dolphin, and Bourbon, 

Jfo»£.Tis certaineheis paft the Riuer Some. 

Cow.Mordeu ma via •. Shall a few fprancs ofvJ, 

(The emptying of our fathers itixery) 

Out- 
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Outgrow their grafters. 

2?#K.Normane$,baftard Mormanes.mor du, 

And if they pafle vnfought withall, 
lcfell myDukedomcfor a foggy Farme 

Inthatlhortnookelle of England. 

Ciw.Why whence haue they this meitall ? . 

Is not their Climate raw.foggy,and cold. 

On whom.as in difdainc.the Sunne lookes pale r 
Can barley broth, a drench for fwolne lades. 

Their fodden water dccockt fuch liuely blood ? 

And (ball our quicke blood, fpirited with wine, 

Seeme ftofty ? O for honour of our names. 

Let vs not hang like frozen Icefickles 

Vpon our houfes tops, while they(a more frolty Climate; 
Sweatc drops of youthfull blood. 

jGw^.Conftable difpatch/end Montioy foorth, 

To know what willing ranfome he will giue : 

Sonne Dolphm,yo\i fhall ftay in Rhone with me. 

X?<?/.Not fo,I do befeech your Maicfly. 

King. Well, 1 fay it fhall be fo. 

Exeunt omnes. 



Enter Gower and FleweUen. 

Gower . How now Captaine Flewellen, 

Come you from the bridge ? 

Flew. By Icfu* there’s excellent feruice committed at 
the bridge? 

Gower.ls the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

Flew. The Duke of Exeter is a man whom I iouc. 
And I bonour,and 1 worftiip with my foule. 

And my heart,and my life. 

And my lands,and my liuings. 

And my vttermoft powers. 

The Duke is looke you, 

God be praifed and pleafed for it, 

No harmc in the worcll. 
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He is maintaine the Bridge very gallantly ; 

There is an Enfignc there, 

I do not know how you call him. 

But by /^>»IthinkeheisasvaHantas Marke Anthony , 
He doth maintaine the Bridge mod gallantly ; 

Yet he is a man of no reckoning ; 

But I did lee him do gallant feruicc. 

Cotter , how do you call him? 

Flew, his name is ancient PiftoH, 

Cotter . I know him not. 

Enter Ancient P/iioS. 

Flew. Do you not know him, here comes the man, 
P;f?.Captaine,I thee befeech to do me a fauour. 

The Duke of Exeter doth louc thee well. 

Flew. I, and I praife God I haue merited fome loue at his 
hands. 

PtFt. r Bnrdolfe a<fouldier,oneof buxfome valour* 

Hath by furious fate, and giddy Fortunes fickle wheele. 
That God’s blinde that ftands vpon the rowling reftleffc 
done. 

Flew . By your patience Ancient Piftoll, 

Fortune looke you is painted piindc, 

With a muder before her eyes. 

To fignifie to you,that Fortune is plinde : 

And (he is moreouer painted with a wheele. 

Which is the Morall that Fortune is turning. 

And inconftant,and variation, and mutabilities : 

And her fate is fixed at a fphericall done. 

Which rollesjand rolIes,and rolles ; 

Surely the Poet is make an excellent defeription of For- 
tune. • ■ ■. ■ ■ ■ 

Fortune looke you is an excellent Morall. 

P tfi .Fortune is Bardo/fes foe,and frownes on him. 

For he hath dolneapacks,andhangdmud hebe; 

A damned death,lct gallowes gape for dogs. 

Let 
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man so free, and Ic. noc death h.J Windp.pt flop. 

But Exeter hath giuen the doome of death. 

Therefore go^fpeake, the Duke will heare thy voice. 

And let not'Bardo/fes vitall thred be cut. 

With edge of penny cord, and vile approach. . 

Speakc Captaine for his life, and 1 will thee requite. . 
W.Captaine Piitoll,l partly vnderdand your meaning, 
Pifl. Why then reioyce therefore. 

F/cw. Certainly Ancient Piiioll t 
Tis not a thing to reioyce at. 

For if he were my owne brother, I would with the Duke 
To do his pleafurc.and put him to executions j 

For looke you,difciplincs-ought to be kept. 

They ought to be kept. 

PtFl. Die and be damned,and a fig for thy friendfhip. 
View . That is good. 

Pijt . The figge of Spaine within thy law. 

Flew , That is very well. 

PiPt . I fay the fig within thy bowels 8c thy durty maw. 

Exit P tiled. 

Flew. Captaine Gower t cannot you heare it lighten and 
thunder? 

Cower . Why is this the Ancient you told me of? 

I remember him now, he is a bawd, a cut-purfe. 

F/*w.By Iefus he is vtter as prauc words vpon the bridge 
As you fiiall defire to fee in a fommers day ; 

But tis all one, what he hath fed to me, 

Looke y ou,is all one. 

Gower . Why this is a gull, a foole,a rogue 
That goes to the wars onely to grace himfclfc 
At his returne to London : 

And fuch fellow es as he, • 

Are perfeft in great Commanders nemes. 

They will learne by rote where feruiccs were done, 

At luch and fuch a fconcc,at fuch a breach, 

D 
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At fuch a conuoy.who came off brauely,who was fhot. 
Who difgraced,what termes the enemy flood on. 

And this they con pcrfctftly in phrafe of warre. 

Which they tricke vp with new tun’d oathes. 

And what a beard of the Generals cut. 

And a horrid fhout ofthe Campe 
Will do among the foming bottles and alewafht wits 
Is wonderfull to be thought on : but you mull learne 
To know fuch flanders of this age. 

Or elfe you may meruclloufly be miftooke. 

F/efv.Cortaine Captaine Gower ,h is not the man, 

Looke you, that I did take him to be : 

But when time fhall ferue, I (hall tell him a little 
Of my defires ; heerc comes his Maieffy. 

£\ nt er King , Clarence y (j l 'after,, and others . 

King. How now Flewellen y come you from the bridge ? 

f lew. I and it fhall pleafe your Maiefty, 

There is excellent feruice at the bridge. 

King. What men hauc you loft Flewellen ? 

Flew. And it fhall pleafe your Maiefly, 

The partition ofthe aduerfary hath beetle great, 

V ery reafonably great,but for our o wne parts, 

I thinke we haue loft neuer a man,vnlefle it be one 
For robbing of a€hurch,one Tardolfe, if your Maiefly 
Know the man, his fa ce is full of whelks, and knubs. 

And pumples,and his breath blowesat hisnofe 
Like a coale, fometirnesrcd ; fometimes plew ; 

But God be praifed,now his nofe is executed. 

And his fire out. 

King.Wc would haue all offenders fo cut off. 

And here we giue expreffe conunanderaent. 

That there be nothing taken from the villages 
But paid for ; none ofthe French abufed. 

Or vpbraided with difdainfuli language : 

For when cruelty and lenity play for a Kingdotne, 

The gemleft gameftcr is the fooncr winner. 



of Henry thefift. 

Enter the French Herattld. 
JIerald.Toay.novt me by my habitc. 

JCMg.Well then, we know thee. 

What fhould we know of thee ? 

Her. "My Matters roinde. AW^nfoldrt. 

Her. Go thee vnto Harry of England, and tell him, 
Aduantage is a better fouldter then rafhnefle : 

Although we did feemedead,we did but flumber. 

Now we fpeakc vpon our kue,6£ our voy ce is imperial!, 
England fhall repent her foUy,fee her rafhnefle. 

And admire our fufferance.VVhicli to ranfome. 

His pettinefie would bow vnder: 

For the effufion of our blood,his army is too weake ; 

For the difgrace wehaueborne.himfelfe kneeling 
At our fcete,a weake and wotthleffc fatisfadfion. 

To this, adde defiance. 

So much from the King my Matter. 

King.W hat is thy name ? we know thy quality. 
Herald. Montioy. 

King. Thou doft thy office faire.returne thee backc. 
And tell thy King, I do not feeke him now ; 

But could be well content, without impeach. 

To march on to Callis ; for to fay the footh, 

(Though tis no wifedomc to confeffe fo much 
Vnto an enemy of craft and vantage) 

My fouldiers are with fickneffe much enfeebled. 

My Army leffened,and thofe few 1 haue, 

Almoft no better then fo many French : 

Who when they were in heart,I tell thee Herald, 

I thought vpon one paire of Englifh legs. 

Did march three Frenchmens. 

Yet God forgiue me,thatl do brag thus; 

Youraire of France hath blowne this vice in me, 

I mutt repent, go tell thy Matter here I am. 

My ranfome is this fraile and .worthleffe body, 

My Army but a weake and fickly guard. 
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Yet God before, we will come on. 

If France and fuch another neighbor flood in our way * 

If we may paffe,we will ; if wc be hindered. 

We fnal your tawny groud with your red blood difcolour 
So M out toy get you gone, there’s for your paines : 

The fum of all our anfwere is but this. 

We would not feeke a battle as we arc; 

Nor as we are, we fay wc will not Ibun it. 

Herald. 1 (ball deliuer fo : thanks to your Maiefly. 

Cleft .My Liege, I hope they will not come vpon ys 
now. 

A ing.Wc are in Gods hand brother, not in theirs ; 

To night wc will encampe beyond the bridge. 

And on to morrow bid them march away. Exit . 

Enter B wbon^Conft able fir leance^andGcbon. 

f tf».Tut,I haue the beft armour in the world. 

Orleance. You haue an excellent armour. 

But let my horfe haue his due. 

-Bar .Now you talke of a horfe, 

I haue a tteed like the Palfrey of the lunne, 

Nothing but pure aire and fire. 

And hath none of this dull element of earth within him, 

Orleance. He is of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Bur .And ofthehcate of the Ginger, 

Turne all the fands into eloquent tongues. 

And my horfe is argument for them all : 

3 once writs Sonnet in the praife ofroy horfe. 

And began thus, Wonder of nature. 

C on ‘ 1 haue heard a Sonnet begin fo. 

In the praife of ones Miftrefle. 

Bur. Why then did they imitate 
That which I writ in praife of my horle. 

For my hotfc ismyMiflrefle. 

Gw.Ma foy the other day,me-thought 
Your MiftrcfTc fhogke you fhrewdly. 

Bur, 
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'Bur I beating me.I tell thee Lord Conflable 
My S e *«cfrc>hero«nchai,,. 

Cott.\ could make as good a boaft of thar. 

If 1 had a Sow to my Miftrefle. 

'Bur Tut.thou wilt make vie ot any thing. 

Cw. Yet 1 do not vfe my horfe for my M litre tie 
Bw'.Will it neuer be morning ? 

He ride too morrow a mile, 

And my way (ball be paued with enghih faces. 

Con . By my faith fo will not I, 

For feare I be out-faced of my way . 

Bur. Well,ile go arme my fclfe ; hay, 

Cc&w.The Duke of Burbon longs for morning. 

Orleance. I,he longs to eate theEngliflh* 

Con. I thinkehee’l eate allhekils. 

Orlean. O peace.illwill neuer faid well. 

Con. lie cap that Prouerbe, 

With there’s flattery in friendfhip. 

Orlc.O fir, I can anfwer that, 

With giue the Diuell his due. 

Com, Haue at the eye of that Proiserbe, 

With a iogge of the Diuell. 

Orle. Well, the Duke of Burbon is fimply 
The mod aftiue G entleman of trance, 

(fan . Doing his a£tiuity,and hce 1 ftillbe doing, 

Orle. He neuer did hurt as I heard off. 

('on. No 1 warrant you,nor neuer will. 

Oriel hold him to be exceeding valiant. 

Con. I was told fo by one that knowes him better then 
you. 

OWe.Whofethat ? 

Cow.Why he told me fo himfelfe. 

And faid he cared not who kpew it. 

Or/e.Well,who will go with me to hazard, 

For a hundred Englifh prifoners ? 

Cow. You muft go to hazard your fclfe, 

Before 
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Before you haue them. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

MejfMy Lords,the Engliih lie within a hundred 
Paces ofyour Tent, 

Cow, Who hath meafured the ground ? 

Mejf , The Lord CJranpeere. 

Cow. A valiant man,an expert Gentletnan. 

Come.come away. 

The Sun is hie, and we weare out the day. Exit emnes. 

Enter the King difgttifedjo him ft ft oil. 

PiJt.Kc ve la ? 

King. A friend. 

Ptfi . Difcus vnto me, art thou a gentleman? 

Or art thou common,bafe, and popeler ? 

King.No fir,T am a Gentleman ofa Company, 
7//?.Trailes thou the puifiant Pike ? 

JtT/'wg.Euen fo fir.VVhat areyou? 

Pi ft. As good a gentleman as the Emperor. 

King. O then thou art better then the King. 

Tifi. The Kings a bago,and a hart of gold, 

A lad of life,an impe of fame, 

Of parents good, o.f -fi.fi raoft valiant: 

I kis his durty fhooe, and from my heart firings 
I lone the louely bully. What is thy name ? 

King. Harry le Ray. 

Pift.Le Pgj, a Cornifh man j 
Art thou of Cornifh crew ? 

■KVwg-.No fir, I am a Welchman. 

Pisli A Welchman ; knowft thou Flewellen { 

King. I fir,he is my kinfman. 

Fiji . Art thou his friend ? 

King.l fir. 

Pifi . Figa for thee then ; my name is PiflolU 
Ktng.h forts well with your fierceneffc. 
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pifi. fifitU is my name. 



Exit Pifiolt, 



Enter Gower and Flewellen. 

Cower .Captaine Flewellen 

Flew . In the name of Ieiii fpeake lower. 

It is the greateft folly in the worell.when the ancient 
Prerogatiues of the warres be not kept. 

I warrant y ou,ifyou looke into the wars of the Romanes , 
You ftiall finde no tittle tactic, nor bibble babble there. 
But you ftiall finde the cares, and the feares. 

And the ceremonies to be otherwife. 

t^tw.Why the enemy is loud : you heard him all night. 
J7e»\Godes follud.if the enemy be an afle & a foole, 

A nd a prating cocks-combe,is it meet that we be alfo 
Afoolc, an d a prating cocks-combe. 

In your confidence now ? 

Cower . He fpeake lower. 

Flew . I befeech you do, good Captaine Cower. 

Exit Gower and Flewellen. 
King. Though it appearc a little out of fafliion', 

Yet there’s much care in this. 

Enter three Sonldicrs. 
i.Soul.ls not that the morning yonder ? 

X Soul. Twe fee the beginning, 

Godknowcs whether we ftiall lee the end or no. 

3. Sow/. Well, I thinke the King could wifh himfelfe 
Vp to the necke in the middle of the Thames, 

And fo I would he were, at all aduentures,and I with him. 
King .Now mafters good morrow, what cheare i 
3 .S««/.Ifaich fmall chcere fomc of vs is like to haue. 

Ere this day to an end. 

King.Why fearc nothing man, the king is frolike. 
z.Souf.l hemaybe/orhehath no caufe as we. 

King. Nay fay not fo,he is a man as wc are, 

The Violet fmels to him as vnto vs ; 

Therefore if he fee reafons,h« feares as we do. 



t.Setfl. 
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i.Soul . But the King hath a hesuy reckoning to make, 
If his caufc be not good ; when all thofc foulcs 
Whofc bodies (hall be flaughtcred here. 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day, 

And fay I dyed at fuch a place. Some fwearing } 

Some their wiucs rawly left ; 

Some Ieauing their children poore behinde them. 

Now if his caufc be bad, 

I thitike it will be a greeuous matter to him. 

King. Why fo you may fay.if a man fend his feruar.C 
As Factor into anocher Country, 

And he by any meanes mifearry, 

You may fay the bulinelTe of the Mailer 
Was the author of his feruants tnif-foi tune. 
Orifafonnebe imployd by his father. 

And he fall inco any ieud a&ion,you may fay the father 
Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the mailer is not to anfwer for his feruant. 

The father for his fonne,nor the king for his fubie&s j 
For they purpofe not their deaths, 

When they craue their feruices ; 

Some there are that haue the gift 
Of premeditated murder on them : 

Others the broken fealeof Forgery, in beguiling maidens 
Now if thefe out-ftrip the law, 

Yet they cannot efcapeGods punifhmrnt. 

War is Gods Beadle. War is Gods vengeance : 

.Euery mans feruice is the Kings : 

But euery mans foule is his owne. 

Therefore I would haue euery fouldier examine himfclfe, 
And wafh euery moth our of his confcience, 

That in fo doing, he may be the readier for death j 
Or not dying,why the time was well fpent, 

Wherein fuch preparation was made. 

$.SokI. Ifaith he faies true, 

Euery mans fault is on his owne head. 




of Henry the jift. 

I would not haue the king anlwer for me, 

2.SoniAhe faid fo,to make ys fight ; 

But when our throats be cut, he may be ranfomd, 

A j£lF iSuetofeeSut, He neuer truft his word again* 
%.Soul. Mafle you 1 pay him then, 

Tis a great difpleafure that an elder 
Gun can do againft a Cannon, 

Ora fubic£t againft a Monarch. 

/ou’l ncretakc his word againe,you are analle.goe. 

jftflfr.Yourrcproofe is fomewhat too bitter ; 

Were ft not at this time I couldbe angry. 

i. AW. Why let it be a quarrell if thou writ. 

Kingtfovi Ihall I know thee? 

a.AW.Here’s my gloue,whichifcuer I fee in thy hat* 
lie challenge thee,and ftrike thee. 

King. Here is likewife another of mine. 

And allure thee ile wearc it. 

2.Soul. Thoudar’ft as well be hangd. 

j. SWBe friends you fooles. 

We haue French quarrels enowin hand, 

Wehaueno need of Enghfhbroyles. 

King.Tis no treafon to cut French Crowncs, 

■For tomorrow the King himfclfe will be a clipper. 

Exit the foaldtert . 

inter to the King, Glocesler gingham, 
and Attendants, 

King.O God of battels ficelc my fouldiers harts. 

Take from them now the fence of reckonin g. 

That the appofed multitudes which Hand before then*. 
May not appale their courage. 

O not too day.not too day O God. 
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Thinke on the fault my father made. 

In comparing the Crowne. 

I Richards body haue interred new, 

And on it hath bellow'd more contrite teares. 

Then from it iffucd forced drops of blood; 

A hundred men haue I in yearely pay. 

Which euery day their withered hands hold vp 
To heauen, to pardon blood. 

And 1 haue built two Chanceries,more will I do t 
Though all that I can do is all too little. 

Enter (jhfter. 

Clo. My Lord. 

K/»£.My brother Glofters voice. 

GloMy Lord,the army ftayes vpon your prefcnee. 

Kin. Stay Gloftcr day , and I will go with thee. 

The day, my friends, and all things ftayes forme. 

Enter Clarence, Cflofter, Exeter ,dr Salisbury, 

War. My Lords, the French are very ftrong, 

£*.There’s fiue to one, and yet they arc all frefli. 

War. Of fighting men they haue full forty thoufand. 

5<«/.The oddes is all too great. Farweli kmdc Lords i 
BraueClarcnce.andmy Lord of Gloftcr, 

My Lord of Warwicke,and to all farewell. 

Cla, Farewell kinde Lords, fight valiantly to day. 

And yet in truth I do thee wrong, 

For thou art made on the true iparkes of honor. 

Enter King. 

War . O would we had but ten thoufand men 
Now at this inftant.that doth not worke in England. 

fo'«.Whofethat, that wifhes fo,my coufen Warwick ? 
Gods will I would not loofe the honour 
One man would {hare from me, 

Not for my kingdoms. 



of Henry thejift. 

No faith my Cofen, wifh not one man more. 

Rather proclaime itprefcntly through our camp 
That he that hath no ftomacke to this feart 
Let him depart, his pafport (hall bee drawne, 

And crownes for conuoy put into his purle. 

We would not dye in that mans company. 

That feares his fellowfhip to dye with vs. 

This day is called the day of Crifpin :i 
He that out-liues this day, and fees olde age. 

Shall ftand a tipto when this day is named. 

And rowfe him at the name of Crifpin. 

He that out-liues this day,and comes fa fe home. 

Shall yearly on the vigill feaft his friends, 

And.lay,to morrow is S.Crifpins day : 

Then (hall we in their flowing boules 
Be newly remembred. Harry the King, 

Bedford and Exeter , Clarence , and Glofter, 

Warwicke, and T.orke, 

Familiar in their mouths as houfhold wordes. 

This (lory (hall the good man tell his fon. 

And from this day vnto the generall doome. 

But we in it (hall be remembred. 

We few, we happy few, we bond of brothers. 

For he to day that (beds his blood by mine 
Shall be my brother. Be he nere fo bafe 
This day (hall gentle his condition. 

Then (hal he ftrip his fleeues,8c (hew his fears. 

And fay,thefe wounds I had on Crifpins day. 

And Gentlemen in England now a bed. 

Shall thinke themfelues accurft, 

They were not there, when any fpeakes 
That fought with vs vpon S.Crifpines day. 

<ylo. My gracious Lord, 

The French is in the field. 

Kin. Why all things are ready ifour mindes be fo. 
War.VcuQn the man whofeminde is backward now. 

E 2 King 
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tf«r£.Thou doft not wifh more hdpe from England^ 
Coufcn ? 

War. Gods will my Liege,would you and I alone. 
Without more helpe, might fight this battell out# 

Why well faid,That doth pleafe me better# 

Then to wifh mcone^You know your charge,;, 

God be with you all. . 

Enter the Heranldfrent the French, 

Her. Once more I come to know of thee king Henry 6 
What thou wikgiue for ranfome? 

King Who hath fent thee now ? 

/fcr.The Conftable of France 0 . 

King. I prethee beare my former anfwer bacfce. 

Bid them atchicue me,and then fell my bones. 

Good God, why fliould they mockc good fcllowesthits ? 
Theman thatoncedid fell the Lyons skin v 
While the bealHiued,was kild with hunting hkn 0 . 

And many ofour bodies (hall no doubt- 
Findegraues^withinyourRealmcof Frances 
Though buried iayour dunghils,we (hall be farnedp 
For there theSunne (hall grecte them, , 

And'draw vp their honors rcaking vp to heauen, 

Teauing their earthly parts to choake your clime { 

The fmell whereof, (hall breeda plague in France ; 

Ma.rke the&abundant valour in our Engliftt^ 

That being dcadjlike to the bullets crafing, 

Breakcsfoorth into a fecond courfe of mifehiefe, „ 

Killing in relaps of mortality s 
Let me fpcake proudly. 

There’s not a peace of feather in ourCampe,:. 

Good argument I hope we fhall notflye. 

And. time hath wornevsinto flouendry. 

But by the mafle,our hearts are in the trim, 

And my poore fouldiets tell me, yet ere night ; 

They’i j 



Exit, 



of Henry the fi ft. 

ThevT be in frefber robes, or they will plucke 
The gay new deaths oreyour French louldiers caret, 
And oirne them out of feruicc.lf they do this. 

As if it please God they; (ball. 

Then (hall our ranfomefoone be leuied 5 
< aU c thou thy labour Hcrauld, 

Come thou no more for ranfome,gcntIeHcrauld*, 
They (hall haue nought 1 fwearc,but thefc my bone* l 
Which if they haue.as I willlcauc vm them, 

Will yceld them littlejtcll the Conftable* 

Htr.\ fhall deliuer (o. 

Torke.lAy gracious Lord,vpon my knee I craue 
The leadingof the vaward. 

/C^.Take ft braue Torke. 

Come fouldiers lets away, , 

And as thou pleafeft God.difpofe the day. 

Enter the fowre french Lords, 

CJehen.O diabcllo, 

Cw.Mordumavic. 

Orle.O what a day is this ! 

Sur.O lour dei houte all is gone,all is loft, 
Coa.Wc are enow yet liuing in the field. 

To fmothcr vp the Englilb, 

Jfany order might be thought vpon.' 

'Bur. A plague of order, once more to the field. 

And he that will not follow Bnrbon now, 

Let him go homeland with his cap inh3nd. 

Like a bafeleno hold the chamber doore. 

Why leaft by a flaue no gentler then my dog, 

His faireft daughter is contamuracke. 

Ce».Difordcr that hath fpoild vs, right vs now. 
Come we in hcapes,wee’l offer vp our hues 
Vnto thefe Englifh,or ellc die with fame, 
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Come, come along, 

Lets dye withhonor,ourfhame dothlaft too long. 

£xit omnij 

Enter Ptsio ll.thf French tnan } and the hoy. 
Pift.Yiy\& cur, eyld cur. 

Trench . O Monfieur.ie vou en prec aues petie de moy. 
A/tf.Moy ftiallnot ferue.I will haue forty moys. 

Boy, aske his name, 

2?^.Comant ettes v ous apelles ? 

Fren. MonfieurFer. 

Boy. He fayes his name is mafter Fer. 

Fiji-. We Fer him, and ferit him,and ferke him. 

Boy difeufle the fame in French. 

%.Sir I do not know whats French for Fer,f«itc and 
fearke. * 

Ttf - Bid him prepare,for I will cut his throat. 

Boy Feate,vou preat,ill voulles couple votre gorge. 

P ift.Onye ma foy couple la gorge, & * 

Vnleffc thougiue to me egregious ranfome.dye. 

Frtn, Qui die ill monficur, 

111 ditye fi vou ny vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy. La gran ranfome.ill voutueres. 

Fren . O ie vous en pri petit gentelhome, parle 
A cee, gran Captaine, pour auez mercie 
A moy, ey iee donerees pour mon ranfome" 

vVSn °r° S ' l ? fuycs vn § en «lhome dc France. 

Pijl. What fayes he boy ? 

%. Marry fir he fay es b, i« a gentlaman of a great 
Houfe of France, and for hia ranibme t 
He willgiue you /oo.Crownes. 

PiFl. My fury fhall abate. 

And I the Crownes will take,1 

And as I fuckc blood, I will fomc mercie /Lew. 

^ Folow 



oj Henry the fift. 

P° llowmccUt * Exit mm 

Enter the Kingjois Nobles And P ifioll. 

King. What the French retire ! 

Yet als not done,the French keepes Itxll the held. 

£.v.Thc Duke of Yorke commends him to your Grace. 
Kin. Lities he good vnkle, twice I faw him downc. 
Twice vpagaine: 

From helmet to the fpur,all bleeding ore. 

Exe. In which array,braue fouldier doth he lye. 

Larding the plaines,and by his bloody fide, 

Yoake-fellow to his honour-dying wounds. 

The Noble Earle of Suffclke alfo lyes. 

Suffolke firft dyed, and Yorke all wounded ore 
Comes to him where in blood he lay all fteept. 

And takes him by the beard, kifies the galhcs 
That bloudily did yawne vpon his face. 

And cryed alowd, tarry decre coufin Suffolke : 

My foulc fhall thine keepe company in heauen r 
Tarry deere foule awhilc.then flye to reft : 

And in this glorious and well-foughtcn field. 

We kept togither in our Chiualry ; 

Vpon thefe words I came and cheer’d them vp. 

He tookeme by the hand,faide deere my Lorde* 
Commend my fcruice to my Soueraignc, 

So did he turne, and ouer Suffolkes neckc 
He threw his wounded arme,and fo elpoufd to death 
With blood he fealed. An arguments 
Ofncuer-ending loue. 

The pretty and fweete manner of it. 

Forc’d thofe waters from mc.whichlwouldhaue floptc, 
But I had not fo much of man in me. 

But all my mother came into my eyes. 

And gaue me vp to teares. 

Kin. I blame you not: for hearing you, 

I tnuft conuert to teares. 

Alarum 
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Alarum founds, 

V Vhat new alarum is'this ? 

Bid cuery fouldicr kill his prifoner, 
/*<y?.Couple gorge. 



Sxitcmntr. 



Enter FlewelUn, end Qaptaine Q«wer a 

Flew. Oodes plud kill the boyes and the Iugyge 6 
Tis thearrants peece of knauery as can be dcfircd 
In the worell now, in your confcience now, 

Cower.Tls certaine,thtre’s not a boy left aliue. 
And the cowardly rafcals that ran from thebattcl{- 
Themfdues haue done this (laughter; 

Bcfide,they haue carried away and burns 
All that was in the Kings Tent/ 

Whereupon the king caufed cuery prifoners 
Throat to'be cut.Oh he is a worthy King. 

Flew. !,he was borne at Monmouth j 
Captaine G<mvr, what call you the place where 
^Alexander the big was borne ? 

Gower. Alexander the great. 

F/«*.‘VVhy Ipray,is not big great i 
As if I fay,big,or great,or magnanimous, 

I hope tis all ode reckoning, 

Saue the phrafe is a little varation. 

.Gower. I think e « Alexander the great 
Wasborne at Maced«n t 
His father was called Philip of (JMacedon, 

As I take it. 

Flew. I thinkeit was Macedon indeed 
Where Alexander was borne : 

Looke you Captaine tfower. 

And if you lookeinto the Maps of the worell well. 
You (hall finde little difference betweene 
C Macedon and Monmorth, Looke you, there is 



of Hetty the Jiff. 

A Riuer In M*cede*M there is alio a Riuer 
fn Monmorth, the Riucrs name at Monmorth 

braine what is the name of the others 
But tis all one, tis fo like, as my fingers is to fingers. 

And there is Samons in both. 

T ooke vou Captaine Cowhand you marke it. 

You (hall finde our King is come after Alexander, 

God knowcs.andyou know,that Alexander ■in ms 
Bnwles and his Ales, and his wrath, & his difplcafurc. 
And indignations, was kill his friend Clittss. 

Go*. 1 but our King is not like him in that, 

Forheneuerkild any of his friends. 

Fie*. Looke you.tis not well done to take thetale out 
Of a mans mouth, ere it is made an end and finifiied; 

I fpeake in the comparisons, as Alexander is kill 
His friend Claw : foour King being in his ripe 
Wits and iudgements, is turne away the fat Kmtc 
With the great belly doublet; 

I am forget his name. 

Gower.S'w IohnFalftaffe. 

Flew.lt I thinke it is Sir'IohnFalftaffe indeed, 

I can tell you,there’s good men borne at Monmorth, 

Enter the King and his Lords. \ 

King. I was not angry fincelcame in France, 
Vntillthishoure. 

Take a Trumpet Herauld, 

And ride vnto the horfemen on yon hiH : 

If they will fightwith vs,bid them come downe. 

Or leaue the ficld,they do offend our fight. 

Will they do neither, we will come to them. 

And make them skyr away,as faft 

As (tones enforc’d from the old Affyrian flings. 

Befides,wcel cut the throats of thofe we haue. 

And not one aliue (hall taftc our mercy. 

F 
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Enter the Herald. 

Gods will what meanes this ? knowft thou not 
That wc hauc fined rhefe bones of ours for ranfomc? 

Her. I come great King for charitable fauour. 

To fort our Nobles from our common men 
Wc may hauc Ieauc to bury all our dead. 

Which in the fielde lye fpoiled and troden on. 

Kin. I tell thee truly Herald, 

I do not know whether the day be ours or no : 

For yet a many ofyour French do keepc the field. 

Her. The day is yours. 

Km. Praifed be God therefore; 

What Caftle call you that ? 

Her. Wecallic Agincourr. 

Kin. Then call we this the fielde of Agincourtj 
Fought on the day ofCrifpin,Crifpianus, 

T/rn\ \ our Grandfather of famous memory. 

Ifyour Grace be remembred, 

Is do good feruice in France* 

King. Tis true FleweUen. 

Flew. Your Maiefty fayes very true. 

And it pleafe your Maiefty, 

The Wclfhmen there was do good fcruice. 

In a Garden where Leekcs did grow, 

And I thinke your Maiefty wilt take- no fcorne. 

To wearc a Leekcinyour cap vpon S.Dauies d’ay. 
King.No Flewellcn, for I am Welfh as well as you. 
Flew. AH the water in Wye will not wafh your welch 
blood out ofyou. God keepc it, and preferue it* 

To his graces will and pleafure. 

King. Thankes good Countrey-man, 

Flew . By Iefu I am yourMaiefties Countryman, (man. 
J care not who kno it,fo long as your maiefty is an honeft 

Aiu' G0< k£ i c P eme r °- ° ur Herald go with him. 

And bring vs the number of the fcattered French, 

Exit Heralds 

Cal] 
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of Henry the fift. 

Call yonder fouldier hither. 

Flew You fellow, come to the King. . 

X/».Fellow,why doft thou wearc that gloue in thy hat? 
Soul. And pleafeyour maiefty, tis a rafcalics that lwag- 
gard with me the other day : and he hath one of mine, the 
which if cuerl lee,lhauelworneto ftrike him • fohath be 

ICw.How thinke youFlewellcn,i$ it lawfull to keep ms 

°HAnd it pleafe your Maiefty tis lawful to keep his vow 
If he beperiur’d once, he is as arrant a beggarly knaue, as 
treads vpon too blacke flioocs. 

King. His enemy may be a Gentleman ofworth. 

Flew. And if he be as good a Gentleman as Lucifer ana 
Belzebub.and the diuell himfelfe, 

Tis meete he keepc his vow. 

KinpW ell firthakeepe your word, 

Vndcr what Captaine ferueft thou ? 

Soul. Vnder Captaine Gower. 

Flew. Captaine Gower is a good Captaine, 

And hath good litterature in the warres. 

Kin. Go call him hither. 

Soul. I will my Lord. 

Exit fouldier. 

Kin. Captaine Flewellcn, when Jlanfon and I 
Were downe together, I tookc this gloue from s helmet, 
H cere Flewellcn weare it. 

If any challenge it,he is a friend of jUonfons, 

And an enemy to me. 

Flew. Your Maiefty doth me as greatafauour, or 

As can t be defired in the hearts of his fubie&s. 

I would fee that man now that wold challenge this gloue 
And itpleafe God of his grace I would but fee him, 

That is all .$ 

King.FlewelknVno'wft. thou Captaine Gower ? 

Flew. Captaine Qewer is my friend 

Fa And 
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And if it hke your maiefty, I know him very well. 
KingjGa call him hither. 
flew . I will and it fiiall pleafeyour maiefty. 
^.Follow Flewellen dofely at the heeles 
The gloue he weares,it was the foldiers.- * 

It may be there will be harmc betweene them. 

For I do know Flewellen valiant. 

And being toucht,as hot as Gun-powder 
And quickly will returnean iniury. 

Go fee there be noharme betweene them. 

Enter Captain e Gower, Flewellen , and the 

Soldier, 




new. uapeame Gower , in the name oflefu 
Soul. Do you heare, you fir 

Do you know this gloue ? 

Flew. I know the gloue is a gloue. 

SoulS\t I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

F^.Godsplu' sndhi s Captai „ eC „^^ 
Ilegiuc treafon his dueprefently, * 

Enter the King, Warwick Clarence , 
and Exeter # 

King . How now? Whats the matter ? 

Flew. And it fhall pleafeyour maiefty, 

. f rc IS i h< ; I n ? t * blcft P eecc of treafdn come to light* 

A. you ft.ll dcfi r ,,„ f re . f„ mmtrsHa t01, S h y 

Tooltc out of theHdmet of Almfm: 

And yourmaielly will bear. me wiraefle* , 

And 





oj Henry the Jiff. 

And teftimonics, and auoiichments. 

That this is the -gloue. 

Soul. And it pleafe your maiefty. 

That was my gloue. /' 

He that I gaue it to in the night, 
promifed me to weare it in his hat t 
j promifed to ftrike him if he did. . ^ 

I met that Gentleman with my gloue in s hat. 
And 1 thinke I haue bene as good as my worde 
Flew . Your Maiefty hcares, 

Vnder your Maieftyes man-hoode. 

What a beggerly lowfie knaue it m 
King. Let me fee thy gloue. 

Lookeyou, this’is-tbe fellow ofit. 

It was 1 indeede youpromifed to ftrike. 

And thou haft giuen me moft bitter words. 
How canft thou make vs amends ? 

Flew. Let his necke anfwcr it, 

If there be any marfhals law in the worell. 
Soul. My Liege, 

All offences come from the heart t 
Neuer came any from mine 
To offend your Maiefty. 

You appeard to me but as a common man: 
Witncffe the night, your garments, 

Your lowlincfle j and whatfoeuer 
You receiued vnder that habite, 

Ibefeech yourmaiefty, impute it 
Toyourowne fault, and not to mine. 

For your felfe came not like your felfe : 
Hadyou beene as you Teemed then to mee, 

1 had made no offence* my gracious Lord, 
Therefore 1 befeech your grace to pardon me. 
Kin. Vnckle, fill the gloue with Crownes, 
And giue it to the fouldier. 

Weare it fellow, 
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As an honour in thy cap, till I do challenge it. 

Giue him the Crovvnes. Come Captainc FleweHen, 

I mutt needs haue you friends, 

Flew. By Iefus, the fcllowe hath mettall enough in his 
belly. 

Harke you fouldier, There is a r filling for you, 

And keepclyour felfe out of bravv.lesj . •, « ; { ( ..,_ 

Aad prabblcs, and di&entions. 

And looke you, it (hall be the better for -you. r 

Soul, lle.none of your money fir,not I. 

Flew. Why tis a good filling man: 

Why fhouid you be queamifti ? 

Your fhooes are not fo good. 

It will ferue you to mend your fhooes. 

Kin. What men of fort are taken vncklel? 

Exe. Charles Duke ofOrlcancc,Nephew to the King 
John Duke ofBurbon, and; Lord BouchquaH. 

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 

Full fiftccne hundred, befides common men. 

This note doth tell me of ten thoufand 
French, that in the fielde lyes flainc. 

OfNobles bearing banners in the fields, 

Charles de le Brute, high Conftanblc of France j 
laejues of ChatilUan, Admirall of France, 

The matter ofthe Crofie-bowes, / m&o Duke Altnfon 
Lord Kambieres, high Matter of France. 

The braue fir (jwigz.ardpol'phm. OiNobeUe Charilhu, 
Gran Trie and Rolfs, Fawconbridge and Foj, i 
Gerard and V erton, V' tndemant and Lefira. 

King. Hcercs was a royall fellow (hip of death, 

Where is the Rumber of our Englilh dead ? 

Exe. Edward the Duke of Y orke, the Earle of Suffolke, 
Sir Richard Ketly, Dauy C]s.m Efquire, 

Audofall the other,but fiue and twenty. 

King, O God, thy arme was heere. 

And vnto thee alone,afcribc we praife: 

When 
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of Henry tbeffi. 

When without flratagemc, 

And eucn '«* fo° cVc of baucll * was cucr lieard , 

So ereat and little lofle, on one part and anothci. 

Take it O God.for it is onely thine. 

Wve.Tis wotiderfull. ^ " , , 

Kin. Come, let vs go on proccflion through tne camper 

Let it be death proclaim d to any man 
To boaft heereof, or take the praife from God, 

Which is his due. , _ 

Flew. Is itlawfull.and it pleafe your Maiefly, 

To tell how many is kild ? 

Kin. Yes Flcwellen, 

But with this acknowledgement. 

That God fought for vs. • , 

Flew. Yes in my confcience.hc did vs great good. 

Let there be fuwg Nououes and 1 c Deum, 

The dead with charity enter’d in clay : 

Weel then to £d//ce,and to England then, 

Where ncre from France t KU\s d more happier men. > 

Exit omnes* 

V v . : fc 

Eft ter Cower and FleweSen 9 . i 

Cower. But why do you weareyour Leeke to day {* 
Saint Dauiesis paft i . - > . -j; ; 

Flew. There is occafion Captaine Gower, 

Looke you why, and wherefore 

The other day lookeyou, Piftolles 

Which you know ts a man ofno merites 

In the worell, is come where I.vVas the,othcr day, - 

And brings bread and fait, andbrddcSQiee • 

Eatc-my Leekertwa^sih^placcfloqkeyou,- 
Where I could mooue no diflentions. 

But if I can fee him, I (hall tell him 
A little of my defires. ,--V. 

Gow. Heere he comes fuelling like a.Turky-coeke, 

; ,\-r Enter 





The Chrewcle Ui fiery 

Eater Ptflotl, 

Flewelien. Tis no matter for his fwdliug.and his tuAi- 
cockes, 

God plefleyon Ancient Piftoll, you fca]!, 

Beggeily, lowfy knaue,God plefte you. 

Pifi. Ha, arc thou Bedlem? 

Doft thou thurft bafe Troyan, 

To haueme folde vp Par cm fatall wteb ? 

Hence, lam qualmifti at the fmcll of Leeke. 

Flew. Ancient Piftoll. 

I would defire you becaufe it doth not agree 
With your ftomackes.and your appetit.es, 

And your digeftions, to eate this Lcske, 

Pifi. Not for (fadwaliieder and all his Goats, 

Flew. There is one Goate for you, ancient Piftol. 

Hettrikes him. 

Pifi, Bafe Troyan, thou IB alt dye.] 

Flewelien. I, I know Khali dye : 

But in the meane time, I would defirc you 
To liue and eate this Leeke. 

Gower. Enough Captaine, 

You haue aftonifiit him, it is enough. 

Flewel. Aftonifht him. 

By lefiijlle beate his head foure dayes 

And foure nights too, but He make him 

Eate fome part of my Leeke. . . 

Pift. Well mufti bite ? 

Flew. I out of queftion, or doubt, or ambiguities. 
You muft bite. 



He make! Ancient Pifiollbite of the Luke. 
Pifiof.O ood, good. 



Flewel. 







$ f Henry the jift. 

Flewelien. I Leekes are good .ancient PifioU. 

Looke you now, there is 9 filling for you 
To heale your bloody coxcombe. 

Pifi* Me a (hilling, 

Flew.lf you will not take it, 

Jhaue another Leeke for you. 

P0. 1 take thy (billing in earneft of reckoning. 

Flew. If I owe you any thing, 

I will pay you in Cudgelles : 

You fhall be a Wood-monger, 

And buy Cudgels. And foGod be with you 
Ancient Piftoll, God plefie you. 

And heale your broken pate. 

Ancient Piftoll, if you fee Leekes another time, 

Mocke at them^hat is all: God bwy you. 

Fxit Flewelien, 

Pifi. All hell (hall ftirre for this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwifc with me now ? 

Is honour cudgeld from my warlike loyncs ? 

Well France farewell, newes haue 1 certainly 
That Doll is ficke. One malady ofFrance 
The warres affoordeth nought,home will I trug. 

Baud will I turne,and vfe the flight of hand ; 

To England will I fteale. 

And there He fteale : 

And patches will I get vnto thele fcarres. 

And fwearc I gat them in tbeGallia warres, I 

Exit PifioK 

Enter at one doore, the\King of England and hie 
rdf. 

And at the other doore, the King of France, Queens 
Katherine , the Duke of Tim bon , 

an doth err, 

G Han 






260 270 280 290 300 






The Chronicle History 

Harry. Peace to this meeting, 

Wherefore we are met, 

And to our brother France, faire time ofday. 

Faire health vnto our louely coufin Katherine, 

And as a branch, and member of this ftockc. 

We do falute you, Duke of Bttrgmdy. 

Fran. Brother of England, 

Right ioyous are we to behold your face. 

So are we Princes Englifh cuery one. 

<Diike. With pardon vnto your mightinefle ? 

Let it not difpleafe you, if 1 demaund 
W hat rub or barre hath thus farre hindred you 
To keepe you from the gentle fpeech of peace ? 

Har. IfDuke of 'Burgundy you would hauepeac^, 

You mud buy that peace. 

According as we haue drawne our Articles. 

Fran. We haue but with a curforary eye 
Ore-view’d them ; pleafeth your Grace,- 
To let fome ofyoutCounfell fit with vs. 

We (hall returne our peremptory anfwcr. 

Har. Go Lords, and fit with them. 

And bring vs anfwer backe. 

yet leaucour coufen Katherine hccrc behind. 

Fran. Withall our hearts. 

Exit French King and the Lorfc- 

Manet ^ing Henry, Katherine, and the 
Gentlewoman. ■ 



Afar. Now Kate, 

You haue a blunt wooer heere left with you. 

If 1 could winne thee at Leape-frog, 

Or with vauting with my armour on my backe 
Intomyfaddle, 

Without bragge be it fpoken, 

Xde make compare with any, - 



of Hem y thejift. 

But leau'mg that Kate, 

Ifthoutakeft me now. 

Thou (halt haue me at the worn, 

And in wearing thou (halt haue me better and better. 
Thou (halt haue a face that is not worth fun-burning. 

But doeft thou thinke, that thou and I,»* 

Betweene Saint Denis and Saint George, 

Shall get a boy, that fliall go to Confiantinopie, 

And cake the great T urke by the beard ? 

Ha, Kate. 

Kate. Is it poflible dat me fall 
Loue de enemy de France. 

Harry . No Kate, 

Jt is vnpoffible you fhould loue the enemy of France .* 
For Kate I loue France Co well. 

That lie not leaue a village. 

He haue it all mine. ThenKate,» 

When France is mine. 

And I am yours s 
Then France is yours. 

And you are mine. 

Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 

Jfany.NoKate, 

Why lie tell you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 
On her new married husband. 

Let me fee. Saint Dennis be my fpeede, 

Quan France 8c mon, 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours. 

Harry, Et vous ettes amoy. 

Kate. And I am to you. 

Harry. Douck France ettes a vous. 

Kate. Den France fall be mine. 

Harry. Et ie fuyues a vous. 

Kate . And you will be to me. 

har. Wilt beleeuc me Kate ? Tis eafier for me 
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Thee hr wide Hitt try 

To conquer the kingdome. 

Then to fpeake fo much more French, 

Kate. AyourMaiefty 
Has filfc France enough, to decciue 
Debeft Lady in France. 

Harry. No faith Katc*hot I. 

But Kate prethee tell me in plaine tearme*, 

Doll thou loue me? 

Kate. 1 cannot tell. 

Harry. No: Can of any your Neighbours tel 
Ueaskethem, 

Come Kate, 1 know you Joue me. 

And foone when you are in your Cloflet 
Youlcqueftion this Lady of me: 

But I pray thee fweet Kate,vfe me mercifully, 
Becaufe I loue thee cruelly. 

That I fiiall dye Kate, is fure: . 

But for thy loue by the Lord neuer. 

What wench. 

A ftraight backe will grow crooked, 

A round eye will grow hollow, 

A great legge will waxe fmall, 

A curld pate prootie bald : 

But a good heart Kate is the Sim and the Moon, 
And rather the Sun and not the Moone : 

And therefore Kate take me. 

Take a fouldier, take a fouldicr. 

Take a king : 

Therefore tell me Kate, wilt thou haue mce ? 
Kate. Dat is as pleafe de king my Father. 
Harry. Nay it will pleafe him. 

Nay it fiiall pleafe him Kate, 

And vpon that condition Kate ile kifle thee. 

Ka.O mon du ie ne voudroy faire quelk chofie 
Pour route le monde, 

Ce nepoynt votrec fachion en fauor» 



Harry 




if Henry the fift. 
Harry. What fayes (be Lady i 
LaJy.Dit it is not de fallen in France 
For de maides.befor da be married to 



May % ic oblye,what is to baffic ? 

far. Tokiffe, to kifle, ' 

O that tis not the fafhion in France 
For the maids to kiflc before they are married. 
Lady. Owye fee votree grace. 

Har. Well, wcel break* than cuftome. 
Therefore Kate patience perforce and ycelde. 
Before God Kate yon haue witchcraft 
In your kifles : 

And may perfwadc with me more 
Then all the French Councell. 

Your father is returned. 

Enter the Kings of France .and the 
Lordes , 

How now my Lords ? 

Fran. Brother of England, 

We haue ordered the Articles, 

And haue agreed to all that we in fedule had, 
£v#.Oncly he hath not fubferibed this, 
Whereyour Maicfty demands, 1 
That the King of France hauing any occafion 
To write for matter of grant. 

Shall name your Hi ghneffc in this forme: 

And with this addition in French, 

Nofire trejher fit., Henry Tgy d' Angles err e, 

E bearede France. And thus in Latine : 
Freclariffmtu flint nailer Henricns l\cx Anglia, 
Et heres Fraud a. 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely flood vpon. 
But you faire brother may intreat the fame. 
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The Chronicle Hi Kory 
Harry. Why then let this among . he reft 
Haue bis full courle : And withal). 

Your daughter Katherine in marriage* 

Fran. This and what elfe 
your Maiefty fhail craue : 

God that difpofeth all,giue you much ioy* 
Har. Why then faire Katherine, 

Come giue me thy hand : 

Our marriage will we prefent folemnize, 
And end our hatred by a bond ofloue. 

Then will I fwcare to Kate, and Kate to me. 
And may our vowes once made,Ynbrokenbc 
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